CHAPTER XXVIII FAREWELL TO LAWRENCE
Hosts and WTiuT disputations we had with my sons and their guests   W friends! My sons' ideas on painting, on social questions were, naturally, more advanced than my own, I was, moreover, ignorant of the psycho-analytical theories with which they were much occupied, While I thought them prone to theorizing, they accused me of generalizing. There was an old jest of Max Beerbohm's which they would repeat: 'How do you do?' Will asked of me. ' Very well, thanks,' said I. Said he, Tes, I invariably find Abundant health in all mankind.3 Next morning, 'How d'you do?' asked Will. I told him I was rather ill 'Alas,' his voice tolled like a bell, 'Mankind was ever far from well/ These lines were written when we played parlour games with pen and pencil, Max and Ellis Roberts are masters at improvisation, Ellis would read out our composite verses with sonorous voice and rolling eye, adding thereby to the uproarious hilarity. We also played heads, bodies and legs, Artists and non-artists together produce astonishing surrealist evocations, and some, especially when ladies join in the game, of an indecency! The Roberts's readiness to join in any fun is at one with their readiness to give their purses, their time and understanding to their friends, to those in need, Max wrote that there are born hosts and born guests, Ellis and Harriet Roberts shine equally as hosts and as guests.
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